THE QUESTION OF CULTURE
' That there is not a God, the fool
doth in his heart conclude:
They are corrupt, their words are vile;
Not one of them doth good.'l
To the Lord Whose ears delighted in the morning
stars singing together, the pious people of Scotland
sang:
* All ends of th* earth remember shall
and turn the Lord unto ;
All kindreds of the nations
to Him shall homage do :
Because the kingdom to the Lord
doth appertain as His;
Likewise among the nations
the Governor He is.* a
The metre, competently handled, does very well
indeed for the adventures of John Gilpin, But the
Westminster Divines, having elected to make it the
vehicle of mankind's most lofty aspirations and sublime
conception, handled it with the awful ineptitude of
a back-street ballad-monger; and the Kirk of Scotland
approved and adopted their work* The effect of these
irreverent jingles on the literary taste of Scotland is
incalculable. Ears acclimatized, by the inevitable
repetition of Sabbath worship, to die hobble and trot
of the verses, and the holy moaning of the tunes that
1 Ps. xiv. i.                            * Ps. xxiL 27, 28.
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